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M ASTERS ! for theſe my annual Rhimes, 
I with 1 cou'd have better times; 
But turn my eyes which way I will, 
Freſh v.ews of horror meet me ſtill. 
In France what miſer ies appear! 
What glvoms involve the rifing Year! 
They've beat, *tis true, the foreign toe, 
But then at home, how great's their woe | 
Whilit {till, by ſome prevailing faction, 
The nation's kept in {ad diftraction : 
In Paris Temple, What a ſcene ! 
There the poor, quondam Gallic Queen 
Like Scottiſh Mary, in the gloom 
Of Gothic dungeon, waits her doom, 
Now fears the axe, nor hopes to ſce 
Her former pomp and revelrv. 
Maſters ! my beart doth melt away 
To view ſuch tumults day by day; 
Such cruel deeds as can't be told, 
They make my very blood run cold. 
In Poland too, your Honors law, 
How pow'r prevail'd o'er R:ght and Lanv, 
Pour of that haughty Dame, whoſe rage 
Burns fiercely, unſubdu d by age, 
Who ty ambition led altray, 
Stil urges on her cruel (way, 
To vitit ſome unhappy nation, 
With every mode of deſolation. 
And ture in this eventful Year, 
O'er Sweden's King you dropt a tear ; 
Inulcrious Prince, whoſe glorious name, 
Stood foremoſt on the rolls of fame ; 
For he the palm diſdained to yield, 
Ur in the Cabinet, or Field, 
In ſcenes of danger often tried, 
He dar'd them all with conſcious pride; 
And at his Council-board, 'tis known, 
With what pre-eminence he ſhone. 
Iil-fated Monarch! thy fad tale 
Ott turns the mightieſt Princes pale. 
Maſters ! Abroad, I'll look no further, 
Tis nothing elſe but blood and murther, 
Thank Heav'n ! we've no ſuch work at home; 


And never may ſuch horrors come. 


No, no, whatever has been brewing, 
We'll have in Britain no ſuch doing. 
John Bull's a ſober- minded man, 
And we'll ſupport him all we can. 

But hark ! what drum is that I hear ? 
The brave MiLtTia's drawing near ! 
Aye, now, my Maſters, that quite's right 
Theſe are the propereſt men to fight ; 

For they have got I dare to ſay, 
Something to guard beſides their pay; 
A fire-fide, and Flitch of Bacon 

And other things, or I'm miſtaken, 

But hark again ! the cannon roars 
Around Britannia's favor'd ſhores! + 
Her gallant Navy's getting ready, 

With Hearts of Oak, fo firm and ſteady. 
They'll trim no doubt a hoſt of foes, 
And give them many a bloody noſe ; 

Or, ſtriking ſometimes ſtill much ſmarter, 
Leave thoſe on deck a full head ſhorter. 


| 


And yet, my worthy Sirs, I vow, 
And my good Madams mutt allow, 
Whatever ſongs we bravely ſing, 

That WAR 1s a molt dread/ul thing. 
I'm ſure I hate its very name; 

And (hudder at its deeds of ſhame | 
Whene'er I bring its fad detail, 

My budget thakes, my ſpirits tail .— 
Tris ſhocking work, ſay what we can 
That Man ſhuu'd be let looſe on man; 
Train'd up with diligence and art, 

To play ſo horrible a hart; 

And at the drum's or trumpet's ſounds 
To ſpreal deſtruction ali around; 

Still pow: ing forth, where'er he comes, 
His red hot balls and thun ing bombs; 
Or, finiſhing his glorious labor 

With bullets, bayonets, or ſabre. 

Oh ho can nations take the r pleaſur2 
In waſiing thus both blood and treaſute! 
For wars, we find, are all expenſive; 
And therefore they thould be defenſive. 
Defenirve, ONLY, Sirs, I mean ; 

A truth as yet not cleaily teen 
By thole whoſe butineſs tis to know it; 


But time, no doubt, will fully ſhow it. 


Kind Sirs, I hope you think me right, 
In making PEACE my grand delight. 
Peace and good order, that's my notion; 
J hate all tumult and commotion ; 

And though we hear great talk ot this, 
And ſome things may be quite amiſs; 
Yer (till I truſt my worthy wlaſters, 
We ſhall be free from ſuch diſaſters; 
For Enzliſbmen have two much ſenſe, 
To quarrel on a flight Preteuce; 

Nor will they in their jealous fury, 
W:thout conſulting judge and jury, 
Inſtead of making 1ome repairs, 

Pull a good houſe about their cars. 

My worthy Sirs, I fee it plain, 

Such phrenzy fires no Britiſh brain: 
Whatever ſome may think or dream, 
They meditate no ſuch extreme, 

For, you may this New Year contain, 
A round of blus unmix'd with pain; 
Your ev'ry day in Ninety-Three, 

Be mark'd with ({weet proſperity ; 

Each buſtling morn may health make gay, 
And joys domeſtic crown the day; 

May deeds beneficent impart, 

The pureſt plealure to your heart; 

While want and labor hie them hence, 
With alms and lib'ral recompence. 

The Howler and the *Prentice bore, 
Some Chriſtmas bounty from your door; 
So let the Newſman too depart, | 
With New Year's Gift and grateful heart. 
Inſtead of Hymns or mended Shoes, 

He brings you weekly ſtore of news; 

And brings it early as he can; 

Hail, Rain or Sunſhine—he's your Man, 


Except this annual Mite trom you, 
Tis drudg'ry's Meed, if not her Due. 


Tho?” great his toil, his gains are few, } 
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